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confronted by two girls who represented the celebrated
Titian Venuses in the Uffizi Gallery, Florence. As
his eyes fell upon them in wondering, timorous admira-
tion, these beautiful women left their couches and
advanced towards him. In reply to their beckoning,
with the speed of a Protean artiste, The Man with the Glove
threw aside his tight-fitting garments and, as a living
statue, proved to be a perfect specimen of an adolescent
standing on the threshold of a glorious manhood. As
he commenced to dance, fkst with one Venus, then with
the other, Danae too, approached, accompanied by the
two gorgeous figures impersonating that pride of the
Borghese Gallery, Sacred and Profane Love. As the girls
garlanded themselves about the man, while the orchestra
wailed sense-stirring melodies, the performers might
have been celestials frolicking on the slopes of Olympus.
The spirit not only of Titian, but of all the splendour
of Grecian art, had returned to earth to glorify physical
beauty so long vilified by hideous garments. In this
dance, as in the work of Titian himself, the spirit of the
Renaissance did homage to the spirit of Ancient Greece,
and conveyed the joy which the artist must have ex-
perienced when immortalizing the beauty of woman's
contours, the warm, delicate hues of her flesh, the
softness of her body, the luxuriance of her hair, the
fragrance of her being resembling the ripe pomegranates
that, in Titian's own city of Venice, peep over the walls
skirting the canals, to rejoice at their own mature loveli-
ness reflected in the waters below. The spectators were
transported to the Elysian Fields, and when the orchestra
suddenly broke into the last movement of Beethoven's
Ninth Symphony> and a hidden chorus sang the words of
Schiller's Ode to /0y, there was scarcely a dry eye in the
house.
When the figures returned to their frames, applause
swept the auditorium like a wind storm. Then someone
shouted ** Producer 1" and the cry " Vronsky! " pro-